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where he is to speak. Their function is to inform him of local conditions; how it would be well if he could say a word about Smith or Jones who is running on the State ticket; how it would help the Party if he would stress this policy and soft-pedal that, and so forth. These gentlemen usually were first met by Mr. Tumulty at the train platform and then presented to the President. When the business of the day was over, he would present them to me.
Every station through which the train passed was crowded with people, and if we paused they always begged the President to speak. If there was time he did; if not, he would appear on the platform and greet them. As we were to be in Pittsburgh all day, and there was an endless succession of people clamouring for audiences, Dr. Grayson and I slipped through a back door of the hotel and took a drive.
We went on to Cleveland, Milwaukee, Chicago, Des Moines, Kansas City and St. Louis, everywhere finding people interested in what the President said, but almost apathetic regarding the possibility of war. They seemed to feel the Atlantic Ocean a barrier that nothing could overcome, and that there was no reason for anxiety. Despite the warmest of welcomes everywhere, the reaction to his messages of warning was disappointing to Mr. Wilson.
In Chicago at the Blackstone Hotel, after an exhausting day of excitement and addresses, the President went to bed earlier than usual. My room was separated from his by a big sitting room, and I was writing letters when I heard a loud knocking at his door. This surprised me, for always, in travelling, the Secret Service men sit in the hall, guarding the President's room and never allow strangers to approach it. Therefore I went quickly to investigate and found Dr Grayson. He said: "Oh, Mrs. Wilson, I just came to see if the President is all right." "Certainly," I said; "I think he is asleep unless your knocking has awakened him." He hesitated a moment and then said: "May I just come in and see?" This struck me as very strange, so I asked: "What is the